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Goodwill Unto Men 


by SilverWing15 


Summary 


The new aliens are gathering around Tommy’s cage and that makes him nervous. Any aliens 
being near him is never good news, but these are even worse. They’re all new. 


The ones that Tommy’s been dealing with have all been the big, pig looking motherfuckers, 
but they’re all gone now because these guys busted in and cleared them out. A few of the pig- 
dudes got maybe-arrested, but a lot of them ended up getting shot with the weird light- 
flinging guns so Tommy’s not thinking that this was some sort of police raid. Nore like some 
kind of gang rivalry takeover type deal, was his first impression, and the idea is lingering 
even though he has no way of knowing. 


Even if it was a police raid, he’s not thinking that the aftermath is gonna go well for him. He 
hasn't seen another human, not in all his time here. He certainly never heard of aliens making 
contact with earth. 


Humans are probably a new species, and Tommy knows how that would go on earth. 
Government labs, horrible experiments, stark white rooms. 


His hands, caked with grime and his own old blood tremble. 


Notes 


Alien AU! I fucking love alien AUs and they hold a special place in my heart because as far 
as I know, on the SBI side at least, I kind of kicked off the trend? I'm sure people wrote other 
Alien AUs before me, and it's hard to tell because even just filtering by DSMP you get all of 
the RPF stuff (pls Ao3 tagging.)but after Lost in Translation there was definitely an uptick in 
them. Best fic ever, I got so much Content that I love out of it, hell yeah. 


Anyway, this fic, Tommy is scared that he's gonna get experimented on, he is not, this is a 
rescue, nobody gets hurt (except Wilbur on accident whoops) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The new aliens are gathering around Tommy’s cage and that makes him nervous. Any aliens 
being near him is never good news, but these are even worse. They’re all new. 


The ones that Tommy’s been dealing with have all been the big, pig looking motherfuckers, 
but they’re all gone now because these guys busted in and cleared them out. A few of the pig- 
dudes got maybe-arrested, but a /ot of them ended up getting shot with the weird light- 
flinging guns so Tommy’s not thinking that this was some sort of police raid. Nore like some 
kind of gang rivalry takeover type deal, was his first impression, and the idea is lingering 
even though he has no way of knowing. 


Even if it was a police raid, he’s not thinking that the aftermath is gonna go well for him. He 
hasn't seen another human, not in all his time here. He certainly never heard of aliens making 
contact with earth. 


Humans are probably a new species, and Tommy knows how that would go on earth. 
Government labs, horrible experiments, stark white rooms. 


His hands, caked with grime and his own old blood tremble. 


The pigs haven’t let him wash off, they don’t even give him water to drink, much less wash 
off with. He’s been getting these weird ass cube things that are dry as a bone, but seem to be 
keeping him hydrated somehow considering he hasn’t died yet. 


Now the pigs are gone, and the new guys are gathering outside the cell. There’s a couple of 
bird looking fuckers--wings and all, like angels, but from hell--and a bunch of really fucking 
tall dudes with these blank shields over their faces. The birds seem to be in charge, but the 
faceless guys are the ones with the guns. 


Not that the birds need guns. Tommy saw the black feathered one sink his talons into the 
throat of one of the pig guys right outside of Tommy’s cell. 


Another alien joins the ones outside the cell. 


Its a fucking pig, not one he recognizes, but Tommy thought all those fuckers were gone. 
This one is dressed different, but a pig’s a pig, and he’s got that damn shocking stick in his 
hand. 


“Fuck off,’ Tommy growls at him. 


The alien squad flinch, one of the tall fuckers makes a creepy fucking rattling clicking noise 
in the back of its throat. Like a goddamn horror movie sound effect. Tommy shudders. 


The aliens are chattering at each other now, glancing at him every few seconds. He should 
have kept his damn mouth shut, fuck. 


Tommy paces, clenching and unclenching his fists. The pig stands in front of the cell door, 
his hand on the shock stick, his gaze unwaveringly following Tommy. 


It rankles, Tommy fucking hates the goddamn pigs, hates the fucking shock stick, hates that 
the pig is just watching him like he’s a fucking animal. 


“Fuck off,” he snaps again, spinning on his heel and facing the pig head on. “Huh?! You got 
something you wanna fucking say motherfucker?!” He thumps his hand into his chest and 
throws his arms out wide, “you think you can take me on?! I fucking dare you to try it!” 


The pig can definitely take him on. They’ve all more than proved it. Tommy’s first... however 
long it was...here was filled with the pigs beating the shit out of him until he’d learned what 
they wanted. He’s not looking forward to a repeat, even though the birds and tall fuckers 
don’t look like they could throw much of a punch. 


It doesn’t take a lot of strength to stab him with the goddamn taster stick. 
The pig doesn’t flinch at Tommy’s challenge. He just keeps fucking staring. 


“Pll fucking kill you!” Tommy promises, but he’s backing away, backing down. His chest is 
heaving. “I will! Don’t fucking try me!” 


His side aches from the last time the pigs had ‘tried him.’ It was weeks ago, but the sadistic 
bastard that took him down had stabbed the goddamn taser stick into Tommy’s side and held 
it there even after Tommy had been begging and sobbing. Even after Tommy could smell his 
flesh fucking cooking. 


The burn is still there, but somehow it hasn’t got infected or anything. No matter what 
wounds he gets, they seem to heal faster and better than he thinks they should. He’s sure the 
pigs have something to do with that. Some magic miracle alien drug, but he doesn’t know 
how they’ve been dosing him with it. 


The pig’s tail flicks and Tommy flinches. 


The black winged bird chirps something, looking between Tommy and the pig. Tommy has 
no idea how to even begin reading his tone. He’s got a human-ish face, but his mouth and 
nose are covered by some kind of mask that keeps making a hissing sound, like a scuba tank. 


Maybe he can’t breathe the air here. Tommy can’t, but his muzzle has that function 
conveniently built in. How nice. 


The pig breaks their staredown, turning to look at the bird, but one ear is pointed in Tommy’s 
direction. Tommy knows better than to think that it means the pig isn’t paying attention to 
him. If he ran at the fucker now, he’d get a beatdown before he even knew the pig had 
moved. 


He paces the back of the cage again, watching all of the other aliens warily. He shouldn’t let 
the pig make him forget about them. They may look less sturdy, but they’re still aliens, they 
still have fucking guns, and Tommy saw just how effective they are. The tall fuckers and the 
brown-winged bird watch him nervously. 


Pig and Black-bird make noises at each other for a bit, presumably talking, but Tommy has 
no idea how they’re understanding each other. More freaky alien shit, presumably. 


Pig faces Tommy again. 


Shit. Tommy takes a healthy step backwards, his eyes glued back to Pig and his damn taser 
stick. Pig lifts it. 


“Fuck you!” Tommy bellows, “Fuck you and your goddamn stick! Fucking fight me! I’ll tear 
you to goddamn shreds I’ II--I’I--I--” 


Pig chucks the stick away. 

Tommy’s chest heaves, his heart races. The stick is gone. 
Pig threw it? 

What? 


Slowly, Pig lowers his hand back to his side. Tommy tenses, but he’s just--Pig isn’t doing 
anything. He’s just standing there, and that doesn’t mean much. He could still absolutely kick 
Tommy’s ass, but-- 


What the fuck? 


Blackbird steps forward, in front of Pig and Tommy flinches back again. What the fuck is 
happening? Why is he--? 


He’s croaking at Tommy, little bursts of sound from the back of his throat. His head tilts, his 
wings droop down for some reason. Tommy backs up another step and his back touches the 
bars of the cell. 


He leaps forward with a yelp when the shock hits, whirling to face--nothing. Because the 
cage just does that, and it fucking hurts but the real danger is Blackbird, is Pig, is the tall 
fuckers and their guns. 


“Fuck off!” Tommy snaps at them, wrapping his arms tight around his stomach. “I fucking 
mean it! Go be fucking weird somewhere else! Leave me alone!” 


Blackbird doesn’t move, none of them do. 


“Leave me alone!” Tommy shrieks, what do they want?! He paces, three steps forward, three 
steps back, careful not to touch the bars, his hands clutch at his head, pull at his hair. Why are 
they here? Why do they just keep staring?! 


A sound tears up from his throat, something terrified and angry and insane sounding. Has 
Tommy gone insane? Probably. Maybe none of this is even real. 


He whimpers, digging his nails into his scalp. It hurts, you’re not supposed to feel pain in 
dreams right? Is it the same for hallucinations? 


Blackbird is making noises at him, the fucking bastard. Tommy whirls on him and lunges 
towards the bars. He’s careful not to touch, but it still spooks all the other aliens. They dart 
back, the tall fuckers are making that sound, that goddamn horror movie rattle that makes 
Tommy’s heart race. The only one that doesn’t move is the fucking pig. 


Tommy hates him, he hates him and everyone like him. He slams a hand into the bars, too 
angry to keep his head straight. It shocks him again, of fucking course it does. 


He screams, clutching his hand to his chest and stumbling back. His feet trip, his knees give 
out. He sobs raggedly, curling his knees up to his chest. Why can’t it all just stop? 


He screams, because he doesn’t know what else to do. 


Something stabs him. He twists on instinct, moving away, reaching out and grabbing 
something. He tears it away, it resists for a moment but he doesn’t care. He rips it free and 
stares at it. 


Its a stick. 
Like the taser stick, but its worse. 
This one has a needle. 


Tommy sobs. He doesn’t know what they just put in him, or if they even did. Maybe the 
needle didn’t work, maybe he ripped it away in time, but maybe they stuck him with poison, 
or some weird alien drug that does who knows what. 


He throws the stick at the bars, too blinded by tears to aim it anywhere and curls up into a 
ball again. “Please, please, I just wanna go home.” 


The aliens are chattering and chittering at each other, he can feel them staring. He wraps his 
arms around his head as if he could shelter himself in them, his body wracked with sobs. His 
throat hurts, his head hurts, his thigh where they’d stuck the goddamn needle hurts. All of the 
injuries he’s gotten since this whole fucking nightmare began hurt. 


He wails. 


He shudders and sobs, he doesn’t know for how long, but slowly he runs out of steam. He 
sniffles quietly to himself, a few tears trickling slowly down his cheeks. He’s so tired. Maybe 
they did drug him, or maybe he’s just cried himself out, he doesn’t know. 


Its awkward, laying on his side like this, the muzzle and collar dig into his skin. He should 
move, but he can’t bring himself to do it. He just wants to lay here. He just wants to lay here 
and for everything else to stop. 


But when does he ever get what he wants? 


Not here, not now, because the lock clunks, and the hinges creak, and hooves step on the 
metal, a familiar tap, tap, tap. 


Tommy curls into a tighter ball. He could get up, could throw himself at the pig, could try and 
fight but he knows how it will end. “Please,” he whispers, “please don’t.” 


Pig doesn’t listen. None of them ever do. 


Tommy sobs when a massive hand taps quickly at his shoulder, flinching and trying to curl 
up tighter. “Don’t,” he rasps, “ don t.” 


Pig touches his shoulder again, more confident now. He grabs it instead of just tapping, pulls 
Tommy onto his back. 


“No,” Tommy sobs, kicking feebly, but his legs feel so heavy. 


Pig grabs his wrist. 


“Stop,” Tommy begs, “just stop, please!” He tries to pull away, tries to pry Pig’s fingers off 
his wrist. What is he going to do? What is he going to do? They’ve broken his arms before, 


just a grab and a twist and Tommy broke like glass. 
Pig catches Tommy’s other hand, pinning both of his wrists together in his grip. 


“No! Stop, stop! Please just fucking stop.” Tommy turns away, back onto his side as best he 
can, curling his legs back up to his chest. Something cold and metallic winds around his 
wrists, coiling like a fucking snake. 


Tommy cries out, flinching and trying to get it off, Pig lets him go but the snake thing stays, 
keeping his wrists locked together. Gods what now?! 


Why him?! 


Tommy goes limp. Gives up. Gives in. It doesn’t matter what he does. The aliens will hurt 
him, its what they do, there’s nothing he can do to stop it. Giving in will make it hurt a little 
bit less. 


Pig puts another snake-chain around his ankles. Tommy shudders and sobs, flinching away 
from the too-warm hands and the too-cold metal. Only one releases him. 


More footsteps approach. 
Gods why? 


Tommy squeezes his eyes shut, whimpering softly. “Please just go away.” They don’t. Of 
course they don’t. 


Pig grabs him by the shoulders again, pulling him onto his back. Tommy tries to resist, but 
he’s too tired, Pig is too strong. Blackbird appears, hovering over him, some sort of 
expression in his eyes, but damn if Tommy knows what it is. 


Maybe he’s enjoying this. He probably is, he’s probably getting some sadistic fucking 
pleasure out of seeing Tommy tied up and beaten down. Tommy turns away, shuddering. 


Despite the heat of this fucking planet, his skin feels cold, once he starts shaking, he can’t 
stop. Pig grabs him by the shoulders, holding him firmly down against the bottom of the 
cage. 


He and Blackbird are talking to each other again, and then more footsteps come hesitantly 
into the cage. Its the other bird, and one of the tall fuckers. 


Tommy lets his head fall back with a hopeless sob. Hands hesitantly grab his ankles, he 
flinches jerking his head up to stare at Brown Bird. He could get loose, he thinks. Brown Bird 
isn’t as strong as Pig, Tommy could kick him, probably get him right in the chest, but then 
what? 


Then Pig would be pissed. 
Tommy flinches from the thought. 


The one of the tall fuckers is approaching his head, he’s got something in his hands. Oh gods, 
what is it? What is it?? 


Its a case. Like a briefcase, but Tommy bets they aren’t about to tell him he’s got fucking jury 
duty or something. He pulls against the hands on him, Pig stays strong, but Brown Bird 
grunts, trying to lean more of his weight on Tommy’s legs to pin them down. 


Fat fucking chance. Tommy isn’t letting them use whatever the fuck is in that case on him. 
He kicks. 


Brown Bird dodges back, but not fast enough. Tommy clips him in the shoulder and he slams 
into the bars with a sharp cry. The aliens are chattering around him, the Tall Fucker is 
backing off, the other tall fucks are making the goddamn horror movie sound again. 


Pig grabs Tommy’s ankles, pinning them to the ground, his other hand keeping Tommy’s 
wrists pinned to his chest. No, no, no. Tommy snarls, trying to lunge up from the floor of the 
cage to headbutt the fuck. 


It doesn’t work. Tommy flops back down on the cage floor, breathing hard, sucking in air 
through his muzzle/mask. Is it fucking broken or something? He feels like he can’t breathe. 


Blackbird is squawking over his head, Pig is grunting something in reply, and then Blackbird 
is gone. Where the fuck did he go? 


He’s at Brown’s side. Brown is sitting against the side of the cage, either they’ ve turned off 
the electricity or for some reason it doesn’t work on them. The fucks. 


Brown looks bad, his eyes are wide, his wings all fluffed up, he’s curled around the shoulder 
Tommy clipped. Good. Tommy snarls wordlessly and tries to lunge for him. He’ll finish the 
goddamn job. 


The tall fucks are still making the goddamn sound, but now its making staticky sounds in 
Tommy’s head, building to a screech that’s so loud he can’t fucking think. He turns his 
attention to them and nearly freezes when he sees it. 


They’ve got one of their guns out, leveled at him. 
“Do it,” Tommy snarls. He strains against Pig’s hands. “Fucking do it!” 


Pig snarls low in his throat and--and moves. Shifts so his shoulder is between Tommy and the 
barrel of the gun. Blackbird is screeching, Tommy can catch a glimpse of his wing over Pig’s 
shoulder, another layer between him and the gun. 


He doesn’t understand. Are they trying to break his line of sight or something? Surely they’re 
not--they’re not putting themselves between him and the gun. They’re not protecting him. 


They’re aliens. 


They’ve proven time and again that they don’t care about humans, about Tommy. He doesn’t 
understand these fucking aliens, why did they have to kidnap him? Why couldn’t they have 
just left him alone?! 


Tommy flops back to the cage with a ragged sob, defeated. 


Blackbird and Pig are still making angry sounding noises at the Tall Fucker with the gun, 
Tommy doesn’t know who’s winning the argument. He doesn’t know that it matters. Either 
he gets fucking shot or Pig and Blackbird get what they want. 


Apparently he’s not getting shot, because the screeching and growling stops, and Blackbird is 
sitting down by Tommy’s head. The fucking briefcase is there with him. 


Tommy tries to scoot away from it, despite Pig fucking sitting on him to keep him in place. 
“What the fuck is that? Get it the fuck away from me. I'll fucking kill you, stop!” 


Blackbird doesn’t fucking stop. He opens the case. There’s fucking--oh gods there’s fucking 
tools in there. Gleaming like stainless steel. 


Tommy muffles a scream. No, no, no, they can’t, they can t! They can’t fucking do this! 


“ Stop!’ Tommy screams, giving up on muffling himself, maybe if he’s fucking /oud enough 
he’ ll burst their goddamn eardrums or annoy them into stopping. Or annoy them into killing 
him. 


Anything would be better than them doing fucking surgery, or--or experiments here on the 
floor of the fucking cage. They can’t do this, he can’t take this, he can’t, he can t-- 


Pig and Blackbird are making noises again, gods what if they’re dictating whatever fucking 
experiment they’re doing? Tommy sobs so hard he nearly throws up. He can’t thrash, can’t 

fight, can’t run, can’t do anything because fucking Pig is pinning him down. He can’t even 

fucking bite them like a dog because he’s wearing a fucking muzzle. 


Bird takes something out of the case. 


Tommy screams. 


He doesn’t know what it is, oh gods he doesn’t know what it is. He doesn’t know what it’1l 
do. It looks like some kind of nightmare chisel. Why would they need a chisel? 


Oh gods are they gonna knock out his teeth?? 


Oh gods they need samples. They need samples, they’re gonna take his teeth, and his fucking 
nails, its gonna be torture, they’re gonna fucking torture him. 


“Please,” Tommy wails, “please don’t, please! I can’t--don’t--please, please fucking don t--!” 


Pig grunts as Tommy manages to wiggle an inch. 


Yes, vesyesyesyesyesyes. Tommy puts his whole fucking body, his whole heart and goddamn 
soul into fighting. Pig and Blackbird are talking over his head, Tommy doesn’t smother the 
hysteric laughter. That’s fucking right, he’s going to get up, he’s going to get away from Pig 
and he’s gonna tear their goddamn throats out with his fucking teeth. 


Blackbird lunges for him, and Tommy goes blind. 
He screams. 


Oh fuck, oh gods, he’s fucking blind, the fucking bird did something and he’s blind, and his 
nose hurts, and his face-- 


His face-- 


It takes too long to process, he’s still panicking, every red fucking alert going off, everything 
is on fire, everything is terrible and he’s about to die, he’s about to go through worse than 
death-- 


It’s a blindfold. 
He gets it partially off as he thrashes. 
He’s not blind. 
He’s not blind. 


He sobs, but with relief this time, and for a moment, he stops thrashing. His heart pounds 
against his ribs, every last muscle trembles, his breath is hitching and catching and his lungs 
are screaming because he’s not getting any fucking oxygen but he’s not fucking blind. 


Blackbird is fucking twittering at him, the fucking bastard. Tommy is going to fucking kil] 
him. He’s going to tear his guts out and hang them around the fucking cage like birthday 
decorations. He’s going to use his skull as a fucking toilet. 


Pig grunts, and Tommy hasn’t fucking forgotten him! Pig is gonna die, Tommy’s gonna hold 
him against the fucking bars until he cooks and then Tommy’s gonna fucking have himself 
some goddamn barbeque. 


He doesn’t care, he’s gonna kill them, he’s gonna tear them to fucking shreds. 
Just--just maybe not quite yet. 


He can’t breathe, he doesn’t think he can actually feel his fingers. He’s shaking, like he’s in a 
goddamn earthquake. He can’t see anything but a sliver of light where the blindfold isn’t on 
straight. 


Something touches him. 
Touches his head. 


Tommy screams, bucking wildly as he can, the back of his skull bashes into the ground once, 
twice, his ears are ringing, the world is spinning, he doesn’t care, they’re not fucking touching 
him. 


Blackbird and Pig are fucking making noises over his head again. Its even louder than the 
fucking ringing in his ears. 


The--whatever the fuck it was isn’t touching him anymore, at least. Tommy stops thrashing, 
gods his head fucking hurts now. A slow ache, spreading through his entire skull. 


Fuck did he crack it or something? 


Maybe he’ll just knock himself out, and then he won’t have to wake up until after the aliens 
have done their fucked up experiments. 


He whimpers softly at the thought. 

It’s better than being awake for it though. 
If he can’t stop it. 

Which he can’t. 

Pig and Blackbird go quiet. 

Tommy tenses. 


They’re gonna do something, he knows they are, they’re gonna pull some fucking alien 
bullshit-- 


A pinch in his arm. 

He cries out--gods his throat hurts--and thrashes, but it's already gone. 
He already knows what it was. 

A needle. 


He got his fucking vaccines on earth, he knows what it feels like. 


Fuck. 


“T hate you,” Tommy snarls, his voice a rasping wreck. “I fucking hate you. I hope Earth 
finds out about this shit and nukes your fucking asses.” He swallows thickly. 


Is it working? Are they actually going to knock him out this time? 
Gods he fucking hopes so. He’s so tired, he’s so fucking tired. 
He almost hopes he doesn’t wake up. 


Nothing happens for a long time, they all just sit there. Tommy and the aliens. Pig is still 
pinning him down, but Tommy almost doesn’t even notice it anymore. The snake cuff things 
have warmed to match his body heat, he’s so fucking sore everywhere, Pig’s grip hardly 
stands out. 


He knows they’re there, though. 

He can hear them breathing, hear Blackbird’s feathers rustling. 
They rustle a bit more and then something brushes by his temple. 
Tommy snaps his head towards it. “Fuck off.” 

A low churr. 

Things go still again. 

Another brush on his temple. 

“Stop it,” Tommy growls, jerking away. 

Stillness. 

It touches his temple again. 

“T fucking hate you.” he shakes his head, ignoring the way it makes him kind of dizzy. 
Stillness. 

The touch again. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Tommy turns away again. 
Stillness. 

“Don’t fucking do it,” he growls before the touch can come again. 


They don’t listen. The touch is more firm this time, stroking back over his hair. Tommy 
flinches sharply. “Hey!” 


Stillness, and the stroke again. 

What are they fucking doing? 

“Stop it.” 

Two strokes this time. 

Tommy hunches his shoulders, turning away. “Stop.” 

Three strokes now. Why? He leans away. “Quit. Just fucking quit.” 


What are they doing? Why are they playing this fucking game? When are they gonna quit 
fucking around and hurt him? 


The touch again, lingering, petting back his greasy hair. Tommy whines anxiously, but it 
doesn’t--it doesn’t hurt. Blackbird is trilling, low and soft, he’s not moving away now, he’s 
still fucking touching Tommy. 


Tommy squeezes his eyes shut behind the blindfold, the drugs are making it hard to dredge 
up the rage. The drugs are kind of nice, at this point. It hurts less. 


He hopes they make it hurt less when the aliens cut into him too. 
Blackbird is still fucking touching him. 


Tommy twitches every time he lifts his hand to go back to his temple, but that’s all he does. 
Tommy trembles and braces, but nothing happens. Nothing hurts. 


He almost, a/most relaxes. 
Then it changes. 
Something metal fucking touches him. 


He cries out, thrashing weakly. Oh gods, oh gods. “Don’t! Don’t, I’m still awake, /’m still 
awake!” 


The metal goes away. 


Blackbird’s hand comes back. Tommy flinches and cries out, but its just his hand. Tommy’s 
chest heaves. Why??? Why are they doing this?? 


He doesn’t understand. 
The metal comes back, and he cries out, and it goes away. 
Again with Blackbird’s hand, again with the metal. Tommy screams, but this time Blackbird 


leaves it there, pressing into him. Oh gods, oh gods, it-- it doesn’t--it isn’t doing anything. He 
thinks. 


He whimpers, tensing and trembling like a beaten fucking dog, waiting for it to--to zap him, 
or eat a hole through his brain, or--or something. 


It just sits there, cold against his skin, slowly warming. 


Blackbird is fucking trilling again, Tommy’s gonna wring his goddamn neck if he doesn’t 
stop that shit. If he doesn’t stop a/l/ of this shit. 


“Why are you doing this?” he asks, uselessly. With all his moving his head around, the 
blindfold is even more skewed, he tosses his head a little bit, and he can see fully out of one 
eye. 


He can see Blackbird reaching for his face, probably to put it back on. 
“Don’t, please,” Tommy practically whispers. “Just--please.” 


Blackbird, of course, doesn’t understand him. He trills again and fixes the blindfold. Tommy 
is trapped in darkness, there’s only a tiny sliver of light by his nose where the cloth doesn’t 
lay right. 


The metal presses against his temple again. 
Can’t it just be over? 

He’s so tired. 

Physically, mentally, emotionally. He’s done. 
The aliens fucking won. 

He can’t do this anymore. 


The skin under the metal is icy cold, there’s a staticy feeling in his skull. Tommy squeezes his 
eyes shut. Gods here it comes. 


He braces for the pain. 


The static moves up to a buzz, he whines, tensing even more, Blackbird is trilling, the buzz 
moves up to a teeth rattling vibration. Tommy cries out trying to gather the energy to thrash 
and then it--stops. 


He goes limp, breathing hard. What is it doing? What is it gonna do? He trembles. Waiting is 
worse than if it would just hurt him. 


He can feel it, the static is down to a fuzzy feeling, but it’s still there. 
Blackbird is making noises, and so is Pig, and it makes the fuzzy feeling so much worse. 


Pig makes a grunting sound and all of a sudden Tommy is sure that it’s meant to be 
comforting. It strikes him with just as much certainty as if Pig had said in plain english that 


he wasn’t going to hurt Tommy. 


“What--what did you do?” Tommy whispers, but he has a horrifying feeling that he knows 
what it is. They--it’s some kind of fucking translator. 


He only grows more certain as Blackbird chirps and Tommy just knows that it’s a question. 
What the exact question is, he doesn’t know, but--but-- 


“Oh gods,” he whimpers. They fucked with his brain. They’ re fucking with his brain! They 
just slapped some kind of brain chip on him. 


Part of him has enough presence to be glad that it didn’t hurt much, at least. 


The rest of him is just--well, he’s panicking, but he’s so ¢ired it all just kind of washes off of 
him. They can do what they want, as long as it won’t fucking hurt, he’s so tired of being 
hurt. 


Tommy turns his face away, for all the good it does him. 


Blackbird trills comfortingly to him. A hand touches Tommy’s shoulder, he can’t even bring 
himself to flinch. It earns him an encouraging chirp from Blackbird and a purr from Pig. 


The hand moves up to his neck, and that should terrify him but he doesn’t care. Let them kill 
him. At least then it’ll be over. 


Blackbird makes a complicated series of noises and the fuzziness gets more intense. Tommy 
grits his teeth, breathing hard through his nose. 


“\.. Off....out...no..” 


Tommy jolts, his eyes snapping open, not that he can see. Those were--those were fucking 
words. Like Blackbird was speaking plain fucking englished mixed in with the chirps and 
trills. 


They really did put a translator on him. 
“..no hurt..”’ manages to stand out in the next volley of trilling. 
That’s the best Tommy can hope for, he supposes. Not hurting. 


The touch returns to his neck, sharp claws skate over his throat, and he shudders as a chill 
runs down his spine. “Not hurt,” Blackbird insists, his other hand rests on Tommy’s shoulder 
briefly. 


And then the collar moves, twisting, adjusting, metal scrapes against metal, and then-- 
And then-- 


The collar comes off. 


Tommy gasps, he jerks against Pig’s grip, reflexively trying to reach up to his neck. Distantly, 
he hears Blackbird telling Pig to let him go, and then his hands are free. The snake cuffs are 
still around them but he can lift his hands to this throat, feel his own skin for the first time in- 
-in--Tommy has no idea. 


The collar is off. 


His skin is rough, scarred, tender, rubbed raw, but it’s his own skin, not the cool metal of the 
collar. 


Hesitantly, he lifts his hands further, up to his eyes. Neither of the aliens stop him. He pulls 
away the blindfold. 


They’re watching him, and somehow--the translator, probably--Tommy knows that their 
expressions are wary, but not--not angry. There’s a touch of gentleness to them. 


Blackbird reaches out for him, and Tommy shies away, but Blackbird only murmurs, “It’s 
alright mate, I’m not gonna hurt you. Let’s get you out of this cage, okay?” 


Slowly, Tommy lifts his hands and places them in Blackbird’s. 
Maybe--maybe just for once, the aliens aren’t going to hurt him. 


Wouldn’t that be something. 


End Notes 


That thing that Phil pulled out? that Tommy thought was like. A chisel or something to rip 
out his teeth? 
Space flathead screwdriver. 


I fucking LOVE language barrier stuff so I might come back and write something in this AU 
another time but have the translator take more time to actually like. Translate. Because it's 
fun (for me) 


Hey, remember: you only get Funny End Notes if you don't comment solely on the note. 
I work hard on writing the entire fic and I spend 3 seconds coming up with the end 
notes. It's not fun when everyone is just commenting about how they liked the end note. 


End Note: 
Hope you enjoyed! 


Things that will get your comment deleted: 
1) Pointing out typos and grammar shit. I do not care, I've got dyslexia, I get all the stuff out 
that I can, just live with it. 


2) Talking about how you don't like the content of a fic. You are free and welcome to use the 
back button if you don't like the fic, I encourage it, but I don't want to hear about how you 
dislike it. I wrote this for me, you guys get to read it because I'm nice. These are comments, 
not reviews. 


3) Asking me to write other stuff. I have never taken requests and I likely won't ever do so. I 
write what I want to. Included in this is asking for more of a fic, that's not motivating, its just 
annoying. 

3.1) This includes stuff like "oh here's an idea/theory I had about this thing" I know you may 
not intend the comment that way, but it reads to me like "you should write this" 


4) Comments about rape or suicide. I really shouldn't have to say this, but here we are. Unless 
there is suicide in the themes of a fic, I don't want to hear it, and I never want to hear about 
rape. Ever. Or sexual content in general, thanks. Nothing I ever write is intended to be read as 
sexual, everything is strictly platonic. 


5) No trauma dumping. I am not your therapist, I am a stranger on the internet I do not need 
or want to know the stuff you have going on 


6) No yelling at the characters. They are characters. they cannot hear you. Angry comments 
even if they aren't directed at me are no fun and I don't like them. 


You can find me on tumblr at technobladesbasement 


If you're inspired to create anything based on my fics, art, writing, interperative dance you 
have full permission to do it. Inspiring other people to do stuff is my favorite thing, just give 
me credit 


I love comments but I am shit at replying to them because I have so much anxiety. So much. 
but I love all comments regardless and I thank everyone who leaves me one, they brighten 
my day 


Works inspired by this one 


Feral Space Dog by StellaPinkbird 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


